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THE 


LouU SI A D. 


CANTO THE SECON D. 


eee 


NyMpus of the facred fount, around whofe brink 
Bards rufh in droves, like cart horfes, to drink ; 
Dip their dark beards amidft your ftreams fo clear, — 
And whilft they gulp it, wifh it ale or beer ; 
Far more delighted to poffefs, I ween, 
Old Calvert’s brewhoufe for their Hippocrene; — 
And bleft with beef, thieie ghoftly forms to fill, 
Make Dolly’s chophoufe their Aonian hill, 
More pleas’d to hear knives, forks, in concert join, 
Than all the tinkling cymbals of the Nive, 
B Aft 


[ 2 ] 


Affift me—ye who themes fublime purfue, 

With {carce a fhift, a ftocking, or a fhoe, 

Such pow'r have fatires, epigrams, and odes, 

As make ev'n bankrupts of the born of gods 

~ As well as mortal bards, who oft bewail 

Their unfuccefsful madrigals in jail, 

Where penn’d, like haplefs cuckows, in a cage, 
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage ; 
Deck the damp walls with verfe of various quality, 


And, from their prifons, mount to immortality. 


Ah! tell me, where is now thy bluth, O SHame | 
Shall bards through ja//s explore the road to Fame ; 
Like fouls of Papifts in their way to glory, 
~ Doom’d at the half-way houfe, call’d Purgatory, 
To burn, before they reach the realms of light, 


Like old tobacco pipes, from black to white ? | 
; Yet 


[ 3 ] 

Yet let me fay again, that pow’rful rhyme 
Hath lifted poets to a ftate fublime ; 
To lofty pill’ries rais’d their facred ears 
High o'er the heads of marvelling compeers, 
Whofe eggs, potatoes, turnips, and thcir tops, 
Paid flying. homage to their tuneful chops: 
Bleft State! that gives each fair exalted mien, 
To grace in print each monthly magazine ; 
And deck the fhops with fweet engravings dreft, 
*Midft angels, finners, faints of Mr. WesT ; 
Where brave King ALexanper and the Deer, 
A noble, buftling hodge-podge fhall appear 
From that fam’d * picture which our wonder drew, 
And pour’d its brazen fplendors on the view ; 
Bright as the pictures that with glorious glare, 
On penthoufe high, in Piccadilly ftare, 

* A whole acre of eanvafs fo daub’d by colour as to give it the appearance 


ef a brafs foundery. 


Where 


{ 4] 


Where lions feem to roar, and tygers growl, 
Hyenas whine, and wolves in concert howl ; 
And by their gogling cyes and furious grin, 


Inform what fhaggy devils lodge within. 


Ye Nymrus who, fond of fun, full many a time, 
Mount on a jack-afs many a child of rhyme, 
And make him think, aftride his braying hack, 
He moves fublime on Pegafus’s back : 
Ye Musss, oft by brainlefs poets fought 
To bid the ftanza chime and {well with thought ; 
Who, whelping for Ostivion, fain would fave 
‘Their whining puppies from the fullen wave ; 
Affift me !—ye who vifit towns and hovels, 
To teach our girls in bibs to eke out novels, 
_ And treat with {corn (far zoé/er knowledge ftudying) 
The humble art of making pye or pudding : 

Who 


[5s ] 
Who make our Sapphos of their verfes vain, 
And fancy all Parnaffus in their brain ; 
And ’midft the buftle of their lucubrations, 
Take downright madnefs for your infpirations ; 
Charm’d with the cadence of a lucky line, 
Who tafte a rapture equal, Georcg, to thine; 
When bleft at Darcuet, through thy Herscuext’s glafs, 
That brings from diftant worlds a horfe, an afs, 
A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye, 
Shirts, ftockings, blankets, that on hedges dry ; 
Thine eyes, at evenings late and mornings foon, 
Unfated feaft on wonders in the moon ; 
Where Herfchell on volcanos, mountains, pores, 
And happy Nature’s true fublime explores ; 
Whilft thou fo modeft (wonderful to tell !) 
On LUNAR ¢riffes art er to dwell, 
Flies, grafshoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cuckow fpittle, 


In fhort, delighted with the world of /z/e, 
| C Which 


{ 6 j 
Which Weft fhall paint, and grave Sir Jofeph Banks 
Receive from thy hiftoric mouth with thanks ; 
Then bid the vermin on the journals * crawl, 


Hop, jump, and flutter, to amufe us all. 


And thou, great PATRON + of the double quill, 
That flays by rhyme, and murders by a pill, 
A pretty kind of double-barrell’d gun, 
More giv’n to tragedy than comic fun: 
Aufpicious PA TRON of the paunch, and backs © 
Of thofe all-daring rafcals chrift’ned quacks, 
To whom our purfe and lives are legal plunder, 


Who, hawk-like, keep the human fpecics under : 


GOD of thofe gentlemen of gingling brains, 
Who, for ¢heir own amufement, print their ftrains, 
O aid, as lofty Homer fays, my 70us, 

To fing fublime the Monarch and the Loufe ! 


* Of the Royal Society. + Apollo. 


NyMPHS, 


C7 J 


Nymrus, PHozsus, in my fir/ heroic chapter 
I fhould have pray’d for crumbs of tuncful rapture: 
Thus to forget my friends was not fo clever ; 


But, fays the proverb, ‘* better /ate than mever.”” 


Well! fince I’m in the invocation trade, 


To Con/cience let my compliments be paid —— 


Baacee, a terrifying little {prite, 
That, bat-like, winks by day and wakes by night ; 
Hunts through the heart’s dark holes each lurking vice, 
As tharp as weafels hunting eggs or mice ;— 
Who, when the light’nings flafh, and thunders crack, 
Makes our hair briftle ike a hedee-hog’s back ;- 
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotion; 
Uplifts our faint-like eyes with dread devotion : 


Bids the poor trembling tongue make terms with Heav’n, 


And promife miracles tq be forgiv’n: 
Bids f{pcétres rife, not very like the Graccs,. 
With gogling eyes, black beards, and Tyburn faces ; 
With 


[ 8.J 
With fcenes of fires of glowing brimftone {cares, 
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 
For roafting, broiling, frying, fricaffeeing, | 
The Sout, that fad offending little Being: 
That ftubborn ftuff of falamander make, 
Proof to the fury of the burning lake. 


O Conscience! thou ftrait jacket of the foul, 
The madding fallies of the bard control; 
~ Who, when inclin’d, like brother bards, to lie, 
Bring Truru's neglected form before his eye, 
Fair Maip! to towns and courts a ftranger grown, 
And now to rural fwains almoft unknown, 
Whofe company was once their prudent choice ; 
Who once delighted, lift’ned to her voice; 
| When in their hearts the gentler paflion ftrove, 
And Constancy went hand in hand with Love. 


Sweet Trutu, who fteals through lonely fhades along, 


And mingles with the turtle’s note her fong; 
Whilft 


[9 ] 
Whilft Fatszuoop, rais’d by fycophantic tricks, 
Unblufhing flaunts it in a coach and fix. 


Conscience, who bid’ft our Monarch from the nation, 
Send fons to Gottingen for education, 
Since haplefs Cam and Ists, loft to knowledge, 
Are ideots to this Hanoverian college, 
Where fimple Science beams with orient ray ; 
The great, the glorious ATHENS of the day! 
So fays the Ruer of us Enylifh fouls, 
Who cannot judge like iz of Wispom’s {chools. 


Dear attic Gottingen! to thee I bow, 
Of Knowledge, O moft wonderful milch cow! 


From whom huge pails the royal boys fhall bring, 


And give, we hope, a little to the 
T hrough Thee, befides the knowledge they may reap, 
The lads fhall get their board and lodging cheap ; 

D And 


[ 1o ] | 
And learn, like their good parents, to fubfift 
Within the limits of the Civil Lift; 
‘Who feldom bid a Minifter implore 


A little farther pittance for the poor. 


Conscience! who to the wonder of his Sine, 
Bad’ft from his wonted ftate a Prince retire, 
And, like a fubjeé&t, humbly feek the fhade, 
‘That not a tradefman might remain unpaid : 

An action that the foul of Envy ftings— 


A deed unmention’d in the book of Kinecs: 


Conscience! who mad’ft a Monarch by thy pow’r, 
Send pris’ner the fam’d * Di’mond to the Tow’r ; 
So witchingly that look’d him in the face, , 
And impudently fought to bribe his Grace: 
Where too the cradle and the bed fhall reft, 
That on the fame damn’d errand left the Eaft— 


* Such is the ftory of the late fly Bulfe that ftole mto St. James’s. 
Thus 


[x ] 
Thus fall of gems and pearl, the treas’nous tribe, 
And beds and cradles that would Monarcus bribe ! 


Conscience! who mak’ft our King (how very ftrange !) 
Keep a fair drawer of halfpence to give change : 
Refolv’d, (fo ftri@tly in his dealings true) 
That none fhall keep from Czsar, Czsar’s due. 


Consciznce! who now can’ft, like a cart horfe, draw, 
Now lifelefs finking, {carcely lift a ftraw: | 
So different are thy pow’rs at diff’rent times, 
Thou dear companion of the man of rhymes ! 
Thou! who at times can’ft like a lion roar 
For one poor fixpence, yet, like Nortu, can’ft {nore, 
Tho’ rapine, murder, try to ope thine eyes, © 
And raging Hell with all his horrors rife: 
Whofe eye on petty frauds can fiercely flame, 
Yet wink at full-blown crimes that 4/a/ a name. 


O Con- 


[1 ] 

O Conscience! who didft bid to madnefs work, 
(So great thy pow’r) the brain of haplefs Yorke, 
And mad’ft him cut from ear to ear his throat, 
That lucklefs fpoil’d his patriotic note ; 

Yet wanted’ft ftrength to force from 47s hard eye 
One drop —who 4e/p’d him to yon fpangled fky ; 


Whofe damned pray’rs, feign’d tears, and tongue of art, 


Won on the weaknefs of his honeft heart ! 


Poor Yorke! without a ftone, whofe reliques lie, 


Tho’ Virtue mark’d the murder with a figh! 


O Conscience! who to Crive did’ft give the knife 
That, defp’rate plunging, took his forfeit life; - 
Who, lawlefs plund’rer, in his wild career, 
Whelm'd Asia's eye with woe, and heart with fear; 
Whofe wheels on carnage roll’d, and drench’d with blood, 
From gafping Nature fore’d the blufhing flood ; 


Whilft Havocx, panting with triumphant breath, 


Nerv’d his red arm, and hail’d the hills of death. 
And 


C 3 ] 
And ‘now to thee, O lovely Fame, I bend ; | 
Let all thy trumpets this great work commend: 
Give one a piece to all the learn’d Reviews, 
And bid them found the labours of the Mufe: 
Give to the magazines a trumpet each, 


And let the fwelling note to doomfday reach : 


.To daily newfpapers a trumpet give: 


Thus fhall my epic ftrain for ever live : 

Thus thalt my book defcend to diftant times, 
And rapt pofterity refound my rhymes. 

By future Beauties fhall each tome be preft, 
And, like their lapdogs, live a parlour gueft. 


Thee, deareft Fame, fome mercenaries hail, 
Merely to gain their labours a good fale ; 
Or rife to fair preferment by thy tongue, 
Tho’ deaf as adders to thy charms of fong: 
Juft as the hypocrites fay pray’rs, fing pfalms, 


Beftow upon the blind, and cripple, alms ; 
E 


Yield 


| en 

_ Yield glory to the Pow’sr who rules aboye, 

Not _— a. principle of heav’nly love, 

But, {neaking rafcals, to obtain+-when dead— | 
A comfortable lodging over head, 

When force’d by age, ‘or doctors, or their fpoules, 


~The vagrants quit their fublunary houfes. 


With tirefome invocation having done, 
At length our glorious _— may go on--- 
Lo! Madam SWELLENBERG, inclin’d to cram, 
Was wond’rous bufy ‘o’er a plate of ham: 
A — that once adorn’d a German pig,. 
Rough as a bear, and as a jatk-afs big ; 

In woods of Weftphaly by hunters {mitten, 
And fent a prefent to the Queen of Britain.. 


But ere we farther march, ye Mules, fay 
‘Somewhat of Madam SWELLENBERG, I pray: 
If antient poets mention but a horfe, 


We tead his genealogy of courfe: 


O fay, 


L#s J 
O fay, thall horfes boaft the deathlefs line, 
And o’er a Lady’s lineage fleep the Nine ? 


By virtue of her father and her mother, 
This woman faw the light without much pother ; 
That is—no grand corimotions fhook our earth—— 
Apollo dane’d no hornpipe at her birth, 
To fay to what perfedion fhe was born: - 
What wit, what wifdom fhould the nymph adorn: ; 
No bees around her lips in clufters hung, - 
To tell the future fweetnefS of her tongue : : 
Around her-cradle perch’d no cooing dove,., 
To mark: the foul of innocence and love :- 
No f{miling Cupids round her cradle play'd,’, 


To fhow the future. conquefté of the maid ;- 


Whofe charms would make the jealous fex her foes, . 


And with their light’nings blaft a thoufand beaus. . 


Indeed, the Mufe muft own a trifling pother - 


Sprung up between the father and the mother ; ; 


For 


[ 6 ] 
For, after taking methods how to gain her, 


They knew not how the devil to maintain her. 


Heav'ns! what no prodigy attend 4er birth, 
Who awes the greatcft palace upon earth? 
Yes!---a black cat around the bantling {quawl’d, 
Join'd its young cries, and all the houfe appall’d : 
Now here, now there, he fprung with vifage wild, 
And made a bold attempt to kifs the child: 

| Bats pour’d in hideous hofts into the room, 
And, imp-like, flitting, form’d a fudden gloom; 
Then to the cradle rufh’d the dark’ning throng, 
And raptur’d fhriek’d congratulating fong; 
Which fong, in concert with the {quawls of pufs, 
Seem’d, in plain German, ‘‘ Thou'art one of us.” 
In Strelitz firft this dame the light efpy’d, 

_ Born toa good inheritance of pride ; 
For howe’er paradoxical it be, 


Prive pigs with people of a /ow degree, 


ee 


[ 37 J 
As well as-with your folks of fortune, ftruts ; 
Like rats that live in palaces or huts ; 
Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait, 
That dwell in beds af: ftraw, or beds of ftate; — 
Or monkies vile, whofe tooth inglorious grapples, 
Now with Ananas, now with rotten apples.-- -. 
Hail Proteus Prive, whofe various pow’rs of throat 
Can fwell the trumpet’s loud and faucy note ;. 
And if a meaner air can ferve thy turn, 
In panting, quiv’ring founds of Jews-harps, mourn | 
Hail, Pripz, companion of the great and little, 
So abject who can’ft lick a patron’s fpittle ; | 
Whine like a {neaking puppy at his door, 
And turn the hind part of thy wig before ; 
Nay, if he orders, turn it infide out, 
And wear it; Merry Andrew like, about; 
Heed not the grinning world a fingle rufh, - 
But bear its pointed fcorn, without a bluth. 
- F 


Yet 


| [ 18 ] 
Yet fain wou'd{t thou the crouching world beftride, 
Juft like the Ruopraw Buty o'er the tide; 
The brazen wonder of the world of yore, 
That proudly -ftretch’d his legs from fhore to fhore, 
And faw of Greece the loftieft navy travel, 


In dread fubmiffion, underneath his navel. 


So much for -Pride--- great, little, humble, vain ; 


And now for Madam SweiLenBeRG again. 


Whether the Nymph could ever boaft a grace, 
That deign’d to pay a vifit to her face, 
The Muss is ignorant, the muft allow ; 
Yet knows this truth, that not one fparkles xow. 
If ever beauties, in delight excelling, 
Charm’d on her cheek, they long have left their dwelling.. 
This Nymph, a mantuamaker, was, I wide 
And priz'd for cheapnefs by our faving Queen, 
| Who 


[ 9 ] 
Who (where’s the mighty harm of loving money) 
Brought her to this fair land of milk and honey, 
And plac’d her in a moft important {phere--~ 
Inspectress Generar of the Royal geer. 


Soon as this woman heard the Loufe’s tale, 
At once fhe turn’d, like walls of plafter, pale. 
But firft the ham of Wefpbaly the gobbled, 
And then to feek the Lorp’s AnornrepD, hobbled. 
Him full of wrath, like Peleus’ fon of yore, | 
When Agamemnon took away his wh---, 
In all the bitternefs of wrath, fhe found; | 
The Queen and Royal children flaring round. _ 


© © Swelly,” thus the madden’d Monarch roar’d, 
Whilft wild impatience wing’d the rapid word ; 
For lot the /e/emn Monarch, of graceful {fpeech, 


The Kine long fince had bid to kifs his. b-»--h, . 
: The 


[ 2 ] 
The brokef language that‘his tnouth affords!? ceic.0 7) oi 
Are heads and tails, and legs And-wings, oF wotds,. 290. 
That give imagination’s latighinpreye a tals ae 
A lively picture of @pibterbye!: oe Soe ee ee te 
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© O Swelly, Swelly,!, gpy'd the furious: King, 


oe S) SBeO oe 
“¢ What! what a dirty,, Athy. nafty thing! Deca 
“ That thus-y As rascal ta cafe my angry mindy st 
«© Indeed is very, verynyerys very’ rind. nw a — 
‘© What's your opinion, here the sade ray d-—. 
‘¢ Yes, yes, the cooks, fhall ev “ry one be, fhav d---, | 
‘¢ What! what | hel. ha! now tell. me, Swell : Pr. 
« Shan’t I be right} in’t---What! what! Swell » he? 
e Yes, yes, I'm fure-on't, by. the Loufe's looks, wo i a 
‘¢ That he belong’d to fome-one of the cooksr-"," ee 
«© Speak, Swelly ; fhan’t we‘fhave each filthy jowl?--=. Se 


“ Yes, yes, and that we will, spor miy foul.” ©. 


[ ar ] 


To whom the Dame, with elevated chin, 


Wide*ftaring eyes, and broad contemptuous grin : 


“* Yes, fure as dat my foul is to be fav’d, 
So fure de dirty rafcals fal be fhav’d--- 
Shav'd to de quick be ev'ry moder’s fon-=- 
And curfe me if J do not fee it done: 


De barbers foon der nafty locks fal fall on, 


Nor leave one ftanding for a Loufe to crawl on. 

If on der fkulls de razor do not thine, 

‘May gowns and petticoats no more be mine--« 

Curls, clubs, and pigtails, all fal go to pot 

For fufh curs’d naftinefs, or I'll be rot; 

Or elfe to Strelitz let me quickly fly - 
Dat dunghill, dat poor pighoufe to de eye; 

Where from his own mock trone de Prince fo great, - 
Can jomp into anoder Prince eftate--- | 


Yes, by de God dat made dis eart and me, 


‘* No fingle loufy rafcal fal go free." 


G Reader, 


[ 22 J 

Reader, thou raifeft both thy marv'ling eyes, 
In all the ftaring wildnefs of furprife ; 
As if the poet did not truth revere, 
And fancieft gentlewomen could not fwear : 
Go, fool, and feek the ladies of the mud, 
Queens of the lakes, or damfels of the flood ; 
| Nymphs, Nereids, or what = tongues call drabs, 
Who vend at Billingfgate their {prats and crabs ; 
Tell them their fith all ftink, and thou wilt hear 
Whether that gentlewomen ever fwear : 
Nay, vifit many of our courtly dames, 
When wrath their dove-like gentlenefs inflames ; 
Lo! thou fhalt find, by many a naughty word, 
They ufe {mall ceremony with the Lord, 
In fpite of all that godly books contain, 
That teach them not to take his name in vain. 
. € Thanks, Swell , thanks, thanks, thanks,” the Kine replied, 
‘* Like me, you have not got a grain of pride. 


z SS Yes; 


[ 23 ] 
“ Yes, yes, if I am Mafter of this houfe ; 
ee Yes, yes, the locks fhall fall, and then the Loufe.” 


He fpoke---and to wie the dreadful doom, 
His head he fhook, that fhook the dining room. 
Thus Jove of old, the dread, the pagan GING Gop, 
Shook, when he. fwore, OLympus with his nod. 

‘« Yes, (cry'd the Kina)---Yes, yes, their curls hall quake ; 


*¢ But tell me, where, where, where’s Sir. Francis Drake ?” 


O, Reader, think not ’twas that Draxe, Sit Francis, 
Whofe wondrous actions feem.almoft romances 3. - 
Who fhone in fenfe profound, and. bloodieft wars, | 
_ And rais ‘d the Nation’s glory to the ftars: 
Who firft § in triumph fail’d around the: world, . 
And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl’d : 
But He who fculks around the Royal kitchen, | 
Which, if he catch a neighbour's dog or bitch in, 

Let 
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Lets fly, to ftrike the four-legg’d mumper dead, 
A poker, or a clever, at his head. | 
Not that Sir Francis Draxe who, god-like, bore 
Fair Freedom, Science to th’ Atlantic fhore : 
To Pagans gave the Gofpel’s faving pate, 
And planted Virtue ’midft a barb’rous race ; 
Spread on the dark’ned realms the blaze of light— 
But 4e who fees the {poons and plates are bright ; 
Sees that the knives before the King and Queen 
Are, like the pair of Royal ftomachs, heen : 
Not de, whofe martial frown whole kingdoms fhook, 
But he whole low’ring vifage fhakes a cook : 
Not he who pour’d on Mexico his tars, 
~ But he, at London, who with /inen wars :. 
Napkins and damatk table cloths affails - 
With {ciffars, en knives, and teeth and nails ; 
Who dares with Doylies defp’rate war to wage, 


Such is 4is province and domeftic rage, 


If, 
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If, like his predeceflors, he hath grace. =) 
And calls his conquefts, perguifites.of | place--- 
"Twas not that Draxe who bade his daring crew 
Run with aie bayonets the Spaniards through ; 
But that important Drake, in office big, 
Inftructing cooks to {pit a goofe or pig: 
Not 4e who took the Spaniards by the nofe, 
And prifons fill’d with Britain’s graceléfs foes ; 
But he who bids the geefe, his pris’ners, die, 
And ftuffs their legs and gizzards in a pie: 
He who, three times a week, a green-cloth Lord, — 
Sits, Wifdom-fraught, at that important board — 


With wife-compeers, in Judge-like order ftudying, : 


Lae 


Whether the Kina fhall have a tart or pudding. . 
"Twas this Sir Francis, quite a diff’rent man 
From him who round the world with glory ran: 
Forbid it, Heav’'n! that e’er the Muse untrue 


Should give to any man, another’s due! 
oe "g Muss, 
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Musz, leave we now the Monarch, vengeance brewing, 


To take a peep at what the cooks were doing. _ = 


In that * fnug room, the fcene of fhrewd remark, 
Whofe window ftares upon the faunt’ring park ; 
Where many a hungry bard; and gambling finner,- 
In chop-fall’n fadnefs, counts the trees for dinner: 
In that, fnug room where any man of fpunk 
Would find it a-hard matter to get ¢+drunk;. — 
Where coy Tokay ne’er feels a cook’s embraces, 
Nor Port nor Claret fhow their rofy faces ; 

But where old Adam’s beverage flows with pride, 
From wide-mouth’d pitchers, in a plenteous tide ;. | 
Where veal, pork, mutton, beef, and: fowl and fufh, 
All club their joints to make one band/fome dith<. 


* The Larder; 


‘+ This will be deemed ftrange by my country readers—but it is never- 
thelefs true. ao 3 ; a | 
a 7 Where 


oo & 
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Where ftew-pan covers ferve for plates, I ween, 
And knives and forks and {poons are never feen :. 
Where pepper iffues from a paper bag, 
And for a crewet.flands a brandy cag :. 
Where Madam Swe iensere too often fits: 
Like fome old tabby in her moufing’ fits, 
Demurely fquinting with majeftic mien, 


Fo catch fome fault to carry to the Quzzn:: , 


In that fhug room, like thofe immortal Greeks,. 
Of = in book the thirteenth, Ovip fpeaks--~ 
Around. the table, alt with. fulky looks, 

Like culprits doom’d to Tyburn, fat the Cooks : 
At length with phiz that fhow’d. the man. of wees,. 
The forrowing King of fpits and. ftewpans rofe;. — 
Like Pau. at Athens, very juftly. fainted, 

And by the charming brufh of Raphael painted,. 
With outftretch’d hands, and enerpetic: grace, 


He fearlefs thus harangues the roasTING RACE 3 


Whilft 
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Whilft gaping round, in mute attention fit 
The poor forlorn difciples of the fpit. 
Cooks, f{cullions, hear me ‘ev ry mother’s fon--- 
‘© Know that I relifh not this Royal fun: 
‘© Georce thinks us fcarcely fit (‘tis very clear) _ 
‘© To carry guts, my brethren, to a bear.” 
“© Guts toa bear!’’ the cooks upfpringing, cry’d--- 
‘© Guts toa bear,” the Major loud replied» 
‘© Guts to the devil,” roar’d the cooks again, 
And tofi'd their nofes high in proud difdain: 
The plain tranilation of whofe pointed nofes 
The reader needeth not, the bard fuppofes : ee 
But if the reafon fome dull reader looks, _ 
Tis this---whatever Kings may think of cooks, 
Howe’er crown’d heads may deem them low-born things 5 - 
Cooks are poffefs’d of fouls as well as Kings. 
Yet are there fome who think tbut what a fhame !) 


Poor people’s fouls like pence of Birmingham, 
; 7 Adulterated 
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Adulterated brafs---bafe ftuff---abhorr’d--- 
That never can pafs current with the Lorp ; 
And think, becaufe of wealth they boaft a ftore, 
With ev'ry freedom they —_ treat the poor: — 
Witnefs the ftory that my Mute, with tears, 
Relates, O Reader, to thy oe ears. 
With feeble voice and deep defponding fighs, 
With fallow cheek and piepaidnn eyes, | 
A wretch by age and poverty decay’d, 
For farthings lately to a Nanos pray’d: 
The Nasos, turkey-like, began to {well, 
And damn’d the beggar to the pit of hell. 
‘> Oh! Sir,”’ the Supplicant was heard to cry, 
(The tear of mis’ry trickling from his eye) 
‘¢ Tho’ I’m in rags, and wondrous, wondrous poor, 
“© And you with gold and filver cover’d o'er, 
“ There won’t, in heav'n fuch a take place, 


‘© When we before the Lorp come face to face. _ 
I & You 
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“© You face to face with me?” the Nabob ery'd, 
In all the infolence of upftart pride: 
‘© You face to face with me, you dog, appear ? 
‘© Damme Pll kick you, if I catch you there.” 
Oh, thocking blafphemy ! oh, horrid fpeech ! 
Where was the fellow born? the wicked wretch | 
So black an imp would pull, I do fuppofe, 
A bulfe of di’monds from a Becum’s nofe; 


Or make, like Douxan, carelefs of his foul, 


A new edition of the old Black Hole. 


‘¢ What's life,” the Major faid, ‘‘ my brethren, pray, 
‘¢ If force muft fnatch our firft delights away ? 


“A 


‘ Relentlefs fhall the Royal mandate drag 
“© The hairs that long have grac’d.this filken bag? 


‘¢ Hairs to a barber fcarcely worth a fig, 


‘© Too few to make a foretop for a wig: 
“ Muft razors vile thefe locks fo fcanty fhave, 
“ Locks that I wifh to carry to my grave; 


‘¢ Hairs, 
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Hairs, look my lads, fo wonderfully thin--- 


Old Swetienserc hath more upon her chin ?’” 


Yes, that the hath, (exclaim’d a Cook) by G-d, 


A damn’ d. ald dear oo for-nothing toad. 


Yes, yes, her mouth wiih beard divinely briftles-—-- 


Curfe me, Pd rather kifs a bunch of thiftles. 
Oh! were it but His Mayjefty’s commands 
To give her gentle jawbones to thefe hands,, 
I'd fhave her, like a punith'd foldiers’ dry-—— 
No killing fow fhould make a fweeter cry— | 
I'd pay my compliments to Madam’s chm— 

Pll anfwer fort I'd make the devil grin— 

The razor moft delicioufly fhould -work— 

I'd trim her muzzle—yes, I'd fcrape her pork—— 
I'd teach her to fome purpofe to behave, 

And fhow the witch the nature of a fhave— 


Oh! woman, woman! whither lean or fat, 


In face an amge/, but in foul a cat.” 
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He ended—when each mouth upon the ftretch, 
Crown'd with a loud horfe-laugh the claflic fpeech. 


Too foon, alas! refentment feiz'd hi hour, 
And Joxz refign’d his grin-provoking pow’r; 
Race dimm’d of mirth the fudden funny fky, 
And fill’d with gloomy oaths each fcowling eye: _ 
Whilft Grizr returning took her turn to reign, 
Sunk every heart, and fadden’d ev'ry mien: . 
Drew from their giddy heights the laughing graces— 
_ For much is grief difpos’d to bring down faces. 


‘“‘ Son of the. fpit,” the Major, ftrutting, cry’d, 


‘ wa 


‘I like. thy fpirit, and - revere thy pride: 
c Td rather hear thee than a Bifhop preach, 


vw 
wa 


For thou haft made a very pretty {peech. 


vw” 
nr 


Such is the language that the gads fhould hear, 


And fuch fhould thunder on the Royal ear, __ 
“ Yet 


A 
wn 
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- Yet, fon of dripping, tho” thou fpeak’ft my notions, 


“© We muft not be too nimble in our motions < 


‘¢ Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt ; 

“ Soft fires,’ the proverb tells us, make good malt. 

“© And yet again I bid you ftand like rocks, 

“* And battle for the honour of your locks. 

‘Lo! in thefe aged hairs is all my joy— 

«To fhave them, is ay Being ts deftroy. 

‘© What’s life, if life has not a blifs to give— 

“ And if wihanpy, who would wifh to live ? 

S CoNTENT can vifit the poor fpider’d room, 

“¢ Pleas'’d wih the coarfe rufh mat and birchen broom; . 
‘© Where parents, ittas feaft on oaten bread, 

. © With cheeks as round as apples, and as red ; 

“© Where health with vigour nerves their backs arid hams, 
‘© Sweet fouls, tho’ ragged as young colts or rams ; 

“¢ Where calmly fleep the — with their darlings, 


‘¢ Tho’ nibbled by the fleas as thick as farlings ; 
oe K rT: Sleep 


[ 34 } 
‘«« Lull’d to their reft, beneath the coarfefR rugs, 
‘¢ Dead ta the bitings of a thoufand bugs. 


Medeee, mild maid! delights in fimple things, 
‘© And envies not the ftate of Giivens or Kings : | 
‘© Can dine on fheep’s head, or a difh of broth, 
“© Without a table, - a table cloth ; 
“ Nor withes with the fathionable es 
© To vifit Honton’s thop for tuitle foupe : 
“< Can ufe a bit of pack thread for a jack, 
‘© And fit upon é shah wien a bide _ 
“ Nay, wanting =n aa with her fingers work, 
‘© ‘And uféa wooden fkewer i a fork. 
“ Sweet maid! who thinks not thoes of leather fhocking, 
*© Nor feels the horrors in a worfted ftocking : 
«© Her tenrper mild, no huckaback can fhock, 
‘© Tho’ for her lovely limbs it forms a fmock:: 
‘© Pleas’d with, the nat’rak curls her face that thade;. 


‘ No graves axe, gobb'd. fox Heir to: make a braid: 
a ‘¢ Ler. 


«¢ 
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Ts 
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a 


‘Tis juft the fame.in Cooks as ’tis in Kings ; 
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Her breaft of native plumpnefs ne’er afpires 
To fwelling merry thoughts af gauze and wires, 
To laok like crops of ducks, (with labour born) 
Stretch’d by a fuperfluity of corn. 
With Nature’s hips, fhe fighs not for cork rumps 
And {corns the pride of pinching ftays or jumps ; 
But pleas'd from whalebone prifons to efcape,, 
She trufts to fimple nature for : fhape : | 
Without a warmingpan can go to bed—_ 
And wrap her ee, about her head ; 
Nor figh for cobweb caps of Mecklin lace, 
That fhade of quality the varnith’d face : 
Sweet nymph, like doves, fhe feeks her ftraw-built neft, 
And ina pair of minutes is undreft ; 
Whilft all the fafbionaéle female clans, | 
Undrefling, feem unloading caravans. - 


No matter from what fource Contentment fprings ; 


¢ And 


o 


e 
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And if our fouls are fet upon our hair, 


s 
rw 


vw 
w“~ 


Let {nip-fnap barbers, nay, let Kings, beware, , 


w~ 
wn 


Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John Bulls, 


wa 
~ 


And clap, like fools, the edge tool to our fkulls. 
‘¢ Tread on a worm, he fhows his rage and pain, 
‘*« By turning on the woundihg toe again: 


Nay, ev'n izanimates appear to fecl 


“© On the loofe frone, if chance direct your heel, 
© Lo! from its womb the fudden ftream afcends, 
To prove the foot was not among its friends ; 
‘¢ And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 

“ O’er the fair ftocking fpouts the fable flood.” 


So fpoke the Major, with refentment fir’d--- 
Spoke like a rinenindeed like man infpir’d | 
Some critic cries, with fharp faftidious look, . 
Bard, bard, this is not language for a cook,”’--~ 
“ QO {narler | but Pll lay thee any wager, 


*¢ Jt is not too fublime for a Cook Major.”’--- 


ce Bebold ! 
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‘¢ Behold ! to remedy our fad condition,” 
The Major cry'd, ‘‘ I’ve cook’d up a Petition : 
¢¢ This carries weight with it, or I'm miftaken: 
‘¢ Shall fhake the Monarch’s foul, and fave our bacon--- 
‘¢ Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 


‘¢ He read fonorous to the gaping croud. 


Thus reads a parifh clerk in church a brief, 
That begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief— 
Relief, alas! that very rarely reaches - 

The poor petitioners, the ruin’d wretches: - 
But (loft its way) unfortunately fteers 

To fat churchwardens and fat overfeers ; - 
Improves each difh, augments the punch and ale, 


And adds new {pirit to the fmutty tate. 


Ly. THE 
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4 
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oT PETITION -: THE. ‘CooKs. 


Your Majefty’s firm friends and faithful cooks : 
Who in your Palace merry liv'd as grigs, 

Have heard, with heavy hearts and down-caft looks,. — 
That we muft all be ‘fhav’d, and put on wigs: 

You, Sirz, who with /uch honour wear your Crown, 


Should never bring on ours difgraces dawn. 


Dread Sir! we really deem our teak our own, 
With ev'ry fprig of hair that on them fprings— 
In F —" where men like fpaniels lick the Throne, 

And count it glory to be cuff'd by Kings, 
Their locks belong unto the Grand Monarque, | 


Who fwallows privileges like a fhark. 
Be 
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Be pleas'd to pardon what we now advance--- 
We dare your facred Majefty. affure, 

That there’s a difference “twixt ws and France; 
And /ong, we hope, that diff’ rence we'll endure. 
We know Kine Lewis woud, with pow’r fo divad, 

Not only cut the Aair off, but the ead. 


Oh! tell us, Sir, in loyalty fo true, - 
What dire defigning raggamuffins faid, © 
That we your Cooks are fuch a nafty crew, 
Great Sir] as to have crawlers in our head? » 
My Liege, you can't find one through all our houfec— 
Not if you’d give a guinea for a loufe. 


_ What creature “twas you found upon your plate 


We know not—if a loufe, it Was not ours 
To fhave each Cook’s poor sncifendine x pate, a 

Betrays too much of arbitrary pow’ r— 
The a& humanity and juftice fhocks— 


Let him who ows the arawler lofe his iockes. ; id 
But 
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But grant upon your. plate this loufe fo dread, 
_ How can you fay, Sir, it belongs to us? — 
Maggots are found in many a princely head ; 

And if a maggot, why then not a loufe? | 
N ay, grant the fact---with horror fhould you fhrink ? 
It could not eat your Majefty, we think. 


Hunger, my Liege, hath oft been felt by Kings, 
As well as people of inferior fiate---- 

Quarrels with Cooks are therefore dangerous things--~ 
We cannot anfwer for your ftomach’s fate: 

For by your fize we frankly muft declare--~ 


You feed on more fubftantial ftuff than air. 


My Liege, a Univerfe hath been your foes: - 

The times have look’d moft miferably black--- 
America hath try’d to pull your nofe---- 

French, Dutch, and Spaniards, ¢ry’d to bang your back: 
*Twould be a ferious matter, we can tell ye, 


Were we to buccaneer it on your elly. 
| 3 You 


[ 4r J 


You fee the fpirit of your Cooks then, Sire--- 
Determin’d nobly to fupport their locks: | 
And fhould your guards be order’d out to fire, 
Their guns may be oppos‘d by fpits and crocks : 
Knives, forks, and fpoons, may fly, with plates a ftore,, 
And all the thunder of the kitchen roar. 


Nat. Gardner, Yeoman of. the mouth, declares 
He'll join the. ftandard of your injur’d cooks--= 

Each {fcullion, turnbroche, for redrefs prepares, 
And puts on very formidable looks : 

Your women too---imprimis, Mrs. Dyery. 


Whofe eggs. are good as. ever felt a fire: 


Next Sweeper-general Bickley, Mrs. Mary, 
With that fam’d bell-ringer call’d Mrs. Loman—- 
Ann Spencer, guardian of the Neceffary—. 


That is to fay, the neceffary woman 
All thefe, an’t pleafe you, Sir, fo fierce, determine: 
To join us in the caufe of hair and vermine.. 
M There’s 
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There’s Miftrefs Stewart——Mr. Richard Day, 
‘Who find your Sacred Mayjefty in linen--- 
Are ready to fupport us in our fray--- 
~ You can’t conceive the paffion they have been in--- 


They {wear fo much your fcheme of fhaving hurts, 
You fhan’t have pocket-handkerchiefs or fhirts. 


The grocers, Clarke and Taylor, curfe the {cheme, 

_ And fay whate’er we do, the world won’t blame us--- 
Bo Comber {ays, who gives you milk and cream---- 
And thus your old friend, Mr. Lewis Ramus. 

We think your facred Majefty would mutter 


At lofs of fugar, milk, and cream, and butter. 


Suppofe, an’t pleafe you, Sir, that Miftrefs Kuutton 
And Miftrefs Maifbfield, fierce as tyger cats ; 
One Overfeer of all the beef and. mutton, 
The other Lady Prefident of f{prats---- 
Suppofe in oppofition to your with, 


This locks away the flefh, and shat the fifth? 
Suppofe 
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Suppofe ohn Clarke refufe fupplies of muftard, 
So neceflary to your beef and bacon? 
Will Roberts all the apple-pie and cuftard, 
Your Majefty would growl, or we're miftaken—— 
Suppofe that W ells, a ftubborn temper, ftudying, | 
Should take the plums off from the Sunday pudding? 


Suppofe that Rainsforth with our corps unites ?--- 
We mean the man who all the tallow handles--- 
Suppofe he daring locks up all the lights--~ 
How could your Majefty contrive for candles ? 
You'd be (excufe the freedom of remark) 


Like /ome Adminiftrations --- in the dark. 


We. dare affure you that our grief is great--- _ 
And oft indeed our feelings it enrages, 
_To fee your facred Majefty befet 

By fuch a gracelefs gang of idle pages--- 
And with fubmiffion to your judgement, Sire, 


We think old Madam Swetienzerc a lyar, 
| Suppofe, 
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Suppofe, Great Sir, that by your cruel faz, 
The barbers fhould attack our humble head, 
And that we fhould not chufe to breed a riot, 
Becaufe we might not with to lofe our bread; 
Say, would the triumph o’er each harmlefs Cook 
Make Grorce tHe Turrp like ALexanper. look? 


Dread Sir, reflect on Jounny WILKEs’s fate,, . 
Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble--- 
Wixes bade defiance to: your frowns and ftate,, 
And. got the better in that famous fquabble :: 
Poor was the victory you with’d to win,. 


That fat the mouth of Evrore on the grin. 


© Kine, our wives are in the kitchen, roaring,. 
All ready in rebellion, ready now to rife--- 
They mock our humble method of imploring, 
And bid us guard againft a wig-furprife: 
‘© Yours is the hair (they cry) th’ Almighty gave ye, 
‘© And not a King in Chriftendom fhould fhave ye.’ 


Lol 
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Lo! on th’ event the. world impatient looks, . 
And thinks the joke is carried much too far--- 
’T Ken — Sir, liften to your faithful Cooks, 
Nor in the Palace breed a civil war: 
Loud roars our band, and obftinate as pigs, 
. Cry,, “ Locks and liberty, and damn the wigs.” 


THE ENDe. 
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